CHAPTER 17 


APRIL 27, 2011 


“Have you had the steak skewers? The meat is tender and delicious, and they 
hardly cost anything!” 


“Since when did you become a saleswoman?” 


Justin groaned in pain. Why he kept letting Chie kick him around after-school was 
beyond him, but he did it anyway. His gut felt like it was going to spew out a 
fountain of blood at any minute, and the mere mention of food was making his 
stomach twist around in knots. He was in enough pain without adding nausea to the 
mix. Besides, he didn’t trust Chie’s opinion on anything steak related after the 
whole food poisoning incident. 


“Hey, what’s that supposed to mean? You know, it might not even be cow meat...” 


Justin couldn’t help but gag. He was sure he was going to vomit, but instead found 
only a dry heave. Not even cow meat? Oh god this explains so fucking much. Never 
eat anything with Chie ever again. 


“Whoa... | was just kidding. Don’t get sick on me. Though thinking about it, that is 
kind of gross...” 


“Gee, ya think? Oh shit... For future reference, the gut is off-limit during training 
now.” 


Chie gave him a worried stare. He had taken a beating from her on more than one 
occasion during their training sessions, but it seemed like after each passing day of 
training he seemed to get worse and worse. Not only was he getting hurt a lot 
easier, she had found that he was having a harder time maneuvering around, taking 
more blows. Couple that with his apparently deteriorating resilience, and he was 
keeling over in pain after only a good half-hour. Maybe he just needed to take a 
break from training for a little bit, to regain his strength and all. 


Only a short few moments later did a man with a badge come approaching the two. 
Justin hadn’t seen him coming from behind, though Chie seemed to notice him near 
instantly. He was a police officer, a high-ranking one from the looks of it. 


“Huh? The police are here...” 


Justin turned around to catch a glimpse of the officer, subtly putting his hands in his 
pocket to push down on his cigarettes again. It really wouldn’t help in the long run, 
but it made Justin feel safer carrying them around. 


“Th-Then is this place really serving fake-meat?” 


Justin couldn’t help it anymore; he ran across the street, finding a near-by garbage 
pan before vomiting up the remains of his lunch. Chie wasn’t sure whether to be 
concerned or disgusted. She hadn’t kicked him that hard, right? It took a while, but 
he eventually came back, smelling slightly of half-digested instant noodles. It wasn’t 
a pretty smell to say the least, but then she didn’t have any gum on her so she’s 
have to put up with it. 


“Why is it every time we do something involving steak, | end up getting sick?” 
“You don’t look so hot.” 

“You kidding? I’m always hot.” 

“Not like that!” 


She knew he was joking, but she was too concerned to really brush the comment 
off. Justin seemed to be sick more often than not, and usually it was Chie’s fault in 
one way or another. She felt responsible, if not outright guilty. Those feelings were 
pushed aside for a moment when their conversation was interrupted by the voice of 
an older gentleman. 


“Excuse me.” 


It was the police officer. Justin had assumed that he was just there on a lunch break 
or something, but here he was intervening on their conversation. Justin’s hands 
fidgeted slightly. Every fiber of his being wanted to put his hands in his pockets, but 
he knew how that usually ended. Chie seemed out-right mortified, though god only 
knows why. 


“Y-Yes? | haven’t eaten any of the meat today, | swear!” 

“Even if it was fake meat, | doubt you’d get in trouble for eating it.” 
“Really?” 

“Have you ever been to a Burger King?” 

“No...?” 

“Wait really? Oh man we have got to go sometime.” 

“Well not after you said that! What, do they use fake meat too?” 
“It’s a fast food joint. That’s pretty much a given.” 


“Oh that is absolutely disgusting!” 


“No, it’s actually really good.” 


The police officer seemed absolutely bewildered. He just wanted to ask them a 
question, and here was Chie, freaking out over meat, whatever the hell that meant, 
and Justin, fidgeting about trying to resist the urge to place his fists in his pockets. 


“Er... alirghtttt... Uh, as | was about to say, lately there have been several incidents 
with a group of teenagers bullying people around here.” 


Chie stopped freaking out for a moment, as though the comment had struck her 
upside the back of her head. 


“_,.Bullying?” 
“Extortion if you will. Have you seen anyone suspicious?” 


Justin stared at the officer for a brief moment. Wa/t a second... We’re teenagers, 
and we’re hanging out around this place... Is he fucking accusing of us something? 
Oh you son of a bitch... His stare eventually dropped into a glare. The police officer 
had apparently noticed, because he got more than a little suspicious of Justin. This 
in turn scared the shit out of Justin. He wasn’t afraid of this guy, though he was 
afraid of what would happen if he asked him to turn out his pockets. 


“Is that an accusation?” 


Chie turned around to Justin, her eyes were wide. She knew what Justin was getting 
at, and she knew damn well he was in no position to be pissing the police off. She 
nodded her head ever so slightly to the sides so that the officer couldn’t see her, 
though Justin could, as though to try to signal to Justin not to keep going with this 
line of conversation. 


“Excuse me?” 


“Well we’re teenagers, and we’re hanging out around here. Does that make us your 
criminal?” 


“I’m only asking if you’ve seen anyone. Though you seem to be getting rather 
defensive...” 


Chie kicked at the back of Justin’s leg. It seemed the only way to get him to back 
down was to snap him out of his blood rage. Justin gave her a quick glance and then 
looked back towards the police officer. He was incredibly suspicious of the two now, 
no thanks to Justin. He really should learn to keep his mouth shut sometimes. 


“N-No one in particular...” 


“Nothing.” 


“Hmmm... | see.” The way the police officer slurred the end of the word indicated 
that he believed the two of them were the culprits, much to Justin’s displeasure. 
“Well, you two be careful then.” 


The police officer slowly turned, giving Justin a quick glare before making his way 
away from the scene. This was immediately followed by Chie turning around and 
tearing him a new a-hole. 


“What the hell do you think you’re doing!?” 
“Not taking HIS shit, that’s for damn sure.” 
“You can’t just go arguing with police officers!” 
“Watch me.” 


Chie rubbed her forehead with annoyance. Justin could be a pretty likeable guy, but 
once he got pissed off over something, it was like he was a completely different 
person; stubborn, vocal, vicious in some cases. And the worst part was there was 
almost no changing his mind once he hated something or someone. She sighed, 
deciding to try to get away from the topic at hand. 


“Well, at least the meat is okay... But still, bullying!? What cowards, ganging up on 
the weak like that.” 


“It’s California all over again. Like seriously, who the hell gets a kick out of that?” 
“It’s so cruel! And stupid!” 


Chie was completely red with anger. Justin had never once seen her so mad, about 
anything really. /f she gets this worked up over bullying, I'd hate to see what it 
would be like if someone fucked with her steak. 


“We'll grab ‘em and make them apologize! Right, Justin?” 

Huh? Shit she really IS pissed. Oh man, this isn’t going to end well. 

“Well, we kinda have to know who they are before we can do that.” 

“Well... maybe we could ask around and find out. We can be like detectives!” 
“I call dibs on being Cole Phelps.” 

“What? Oh c’mon! You should be Rusty, and | should be Phelps!” 


Justin smirk faded away from his face the instant he realized Chie knew EXACTLY 
what he was talking about. 


“Wait a second, you played L.A. Noire?” 


“Yeah, why?” 


“| didn’t think you’d be into that kind of game. And for the record, fuck Rusty. No 
one wants to be Rusty.” 


Chie laughed, though it wasn’t intended as a joke. Justin swore by the end of the 
game if he heard him accuse the victim’s spouse of being the murderer one more 
time, he was going to shank his ass. Chie suddenly made her way over to a tipped 
over recycling bin near the corner of the building they had been buying steak from, 
placing her leg upon it while trying to strike a heroic pose. It looked ridiculously 
cheesy, though that may have partially been because the recycling bin was 
cracked, so her foot slipped right through into a pool of trash. Strangely, she didn’t 
try to move her foot, she must have been committed to the image she was trying to 
make. 


“Mowing down villains, and saving the weak, a lone female fighter stands... To 
protect the town’s peace, she throws herself into the battlefield, unbeknownst to 
all...1” 


“Alright, so that accounts for me, what about you.” 
Chie jumped off the bin, making her way over to Justin, a wide grin across her face.” 
“| didn’t know you were a ‘female fighter.’” 


“Well | do train with you a lot; so | fight females. That makes me a female fighter. 
Check and mate.” 


Chie smirked. 
“Alright, and you want to explain the ‘she’ part.” 


Justin opened up his mouth, trying to formulate a rebuttal. Shit, she’s right. She did 
say she. 


“| got nothin’” 

“Check and mate.” 

“Still keeping score?” 

“I’m up by three.” 

Justin chuckled slightly, giving her a gentle push. 

“Still... I'd feel better if you helped me. And it’s make me... kinda happy...” 


Chie was blushing, though where as her face was normally a red color when she 
blushed, it seemed her face was lit up with a slight pink tint. Justin was slightly 


confused by the sudden change in her cheek color, though he figured it wasn’t 
worth getting into. 


“And let my girl do all the work? ...Well actually that doesn’t sound like a bad idea. 
See ya’!” 


Chie gripped him by the back of the collar as he was about to jog away. She knew 
he wasn’t going to go anywhere, but she did it anyway. God knows how long he 
would have walked before turning around, anyway, so might as well cut the joke off 
while it was still funny. Knowing Justin, he’d probably try to sneak up behind her 
claiming that was his evil twin that she had just talked with. Justin had began to 
laugh when the two were interrupted by the sound of a familiar voice making it’s 
way through the alleyway. 


“S-stop it.” 

“Hold on. | recognize that voice.” 

“|-Is that Takeshi?” 

“Shutup dumbass!” 

“Yeah, that’s right. We all know it’s time to cough up.” 
“Hey, you don’t think...” 

“What, this’s it? Quit bullshitting us!” 

“Sounds like he’s getting mugged.” 

“Wh-What!? How can you be so sure!?” 


Justin blinked fast a few times before averting eye contact. It wasn’t a question he 
felt comfortable answering, though he wasn’t sure why. Chie was a bit confused 
herself why he wouldn’t answer. Had he been mugged before, or something? 


“Look that’s not important right now.” 


“Y-Yeah, you’re right. Let’s go Bekowsky!” Chie wasn’t sure why she was joking at a 
time like this. Maybe it helped calm her down a bit, or maybe it was that she had 
just gotten so used to Justin doing the exact same thing. 


“Funny way of pronouncing ‘Phelps,’” 


“Takeshi...!” 


The two turned the final corner of the alleyway to see Takeshi completely 
surrounded by not one, not two, but three hoodlums. Justin pulled out a single 
cigarette from the package in his pocket. He didn’t need a smoke, nor did he want 
one, but it certainly made him come across as someone who was willing to step 
outside the law. Frontier justice up in this bitch. 


“Hey, someone else’s here.” 
“Whatever, let’s take their money while we’re at it...” 
“This guy only had 1,000 yen on him.” 


Justin’s glare deepened. Half of him wanted to snap the fuckers’ necks right there 
and then. Technically it would be self-defense. Instead he simply lit up the end of 
his cigarette, taking a drag at it as he and Chie made their ways closer to the gang. 
Takeshi practically made a mad-dash behind the duo, though whether Justin was 
relieved that he was out of harms way, or pissed that he was being such a pussy 
was hard to determine. 


“Hey!” 

“Whaddya runnin’ for? Gonna hide behind a girl, huh?” 
Chie ignored the punks talking shit to Takeshi. 

“Are you alright?” 


“|-I'm fine... Y-You’ve always been good at stuff like this! Th-They took all my 
money. You’re gonna get them for me, right!” 


Justin lifted his glare from the thugs for a brief moment to give Takeshi a glare of his 
own. He was going to have a girl try to beat the crap out of a gang of thugs over 
1,000 yen? This guy is complete scum. Justin reached into his pocket and pulled out 
some money, practically throwing it in Takeshi’s face. 


“You're a real gentleman, you know that?” 


He meant for it to come out slightly more sarcastic, but he had already gotten into 
another one of his rage spells. Takeshi was completely speechless, and Chie almost 
the same, though she had completely understood what had provoked Justin into 
doing it. It didn’t matter at the moment though; the two had bigger priorities than 
Takeshi’s scumbag nature. Chie lowered her stance, ready to pounce at any 
moment. 


“Hey, cowards! Ganging up on one guy... You oughtta be ashamed!” 


“T-Take care of them for me!” 


In a split second, Takeshi took off running in the opposite direction, tail between his 
legs. Justin had never been more disgusted by a human being in all his life. 


“Uh, wow, that was fast!” 
“Fucking pussy.” 


Chie was only slightly caught off-guard by Justin’s comment, but decided to turn her 
attention back to the matters at hand, returning back to her fighting stance, 
jumping from leg to leg, ready to attack at any given time. 


“C’mon, what’s the matter? Let’s throw down!” 
“Huh? What’s with this bitch?” 
“Y’think you’re all that? | ain’t afraid to hit a girl... I’ll kick your ass!” 


Justin took a step inbetween the two, much to Chie’s displeasure. He could hear her 
stop jumping around behind him, the sound of her shoes no longer tapping against 
the pavement. The thugs seemd equally confused. 


“Oh and what’s up with this guy? Here to save your little girlfriend.” 


Justin didn’t respond, nor did he remove his stare from the thug in front of him. 
Instead he simply placed his cigarette in his mouth, inhaling the smoke. Chie’s face 
was getting red behind him. It was seriously starting to get on her nerves that 
everyone, even people they didn’t know, thought she was his girlfriend. 


“What's wrong, nothing to say? Scared?” 
“And what’s with that cigarette, think you’re some kind of tough guy?” 


Chie had half expected Justin to come out with some sort of sly remark, or sarcastic 
comment that would throw the punks for a loop. Instead he just stood there, 
starring what appeared to be the leader of their group down. 


“Well don’t you worry, we'll be sure to take good care of your girl after we’re done 
with you.” 


It was at that moment, Chie realized why Justin hadn’t been speaking. Just as the 
leader of the gang got up in Justin’s face, he exhaled a large puff of smoke straight 
into his face. He had been holding it in for a good thirty or so seconds just for such 
an opportunity. His lungs were practically on fire, but he didn’t care. The leader’s 
face jumped backwards as the smoke got in his eyes, though strangely he seemed 
completely immune to the smoke, only insulted by Justin’s attempts at blinding him. 


“You motherfucker!” 


The leader went to swing at Justin’s gut, though Justin was quicker. He quickly threw 
his cigarette upwards in the air, ducking just below the punch and delivering an 
elbow straight to the leader’s sternum. This was immediately followed by him 
roundhouse kicking him in the head as he huddle down in pain, knocking the guy 
clean out. If there was one thing someone could say about Justin, it’s that he hit 
hard when he was pissed. He held his hand upwards, catching a hold of the 
cigarette he had thrown and placing it in his mouth to take another drag. 


“Anyone else?” 
“Uh... Screw this, let’s go!” 


The two conscious thugs ran away, hauling their friend’s unconscious body along 
with them. Justin let out a huge sigh as they made their way around the corner. His 
heart way faster than he thought was healthy. He had been holding his breath 
slightly throughout the entire ordeal so that no one would notice his chest 
pounding. 


“Hey! Hold on! Wait!!” 


Chie tried to chase after them, but stopped as they made their way out of the alley. 
She seemed disappointed, upset even. She hung her head to the ground, as Justin 
made his way back towards her. 


“What the heck... Running away when you stepped in.” 
“To be fair, | did just beat the shit out of one of them.” 


Chie’s head suddenly jolted up, her eyes pulsating slightly, her teeth gripped 
together. Her face was completely red with anger, though Justin was completely 
surprised when she directed it at him. 


“Why'd you butt in!?” 
“.,.What?” 
“What, you thought you couldn’t leave it up to me!?” 


“Hey! What the hell happened to “Phelps and Bekowsky?” | thought we were 
supposed to be doing this together!” 


“| could’ve handled them myself!” 
“But you didn’t! So | did!” 


Justin regretted saying it almost immediately. He didn’t mean to make it sound like 
he had done all the work by himself, even if he kind of did. He was expecting Chie 
to storm off in a fit of rage, but instead, she simply hung her head in shame, as 
though her inaction we appalling to her. 


“...Sorry. | charged in by myself... Caused you trouble...” 
“Chie, I... | didn’t mean it.” 


“Yes you did. You’re a hundred percent right though... | gotta remember I’m not 
alone... It’s always like that. Everyone’s doing their best... Then | start to worry that 
it’s all up to me and I’ve gotta work harder...” 


Justin felt like a complete scumbag. Half of him just wanted to slam his skull against 
the wall for being such an idiot. There was no reason Chie should feel the way she 
did right no, no justification for what he had said. He was a fool, a complete and 
utter fool. 


“| worry that someday, I'll end up causing even more trouble, like today... Haha... 
I’m so stupid.” 


“You’re not stupid Chie. That’s an honor reserved for me. You helped that Takeshi 
kid out, and as much as he didn’t deserve it, you did a great thing. It might have 
been brash, but not stupid.” 


Chie looked up, her eyes slightly watering, though they seemed to be cheerful at 
the very least. 


“You think so?” 

“Would | lie to you?” 

There was a brief pause of silence between the two. 
“No.” 


No? Justin was completely taken by surprise by her answer. She normally said yes 
when he asked her that. Did something change? Looking at her now, he noticed her 
face had that pinkish color to it again, as opposed to the red tint that normally over 
took her face. 


“Thanks... uhm...” 

“Yeah?” 

“Oh... uh... its nothing.” 

“| don’t have a grasshopper on me, do |?” 
“Oh you are just the worst.” 


“If you say so, Phelps.” 


